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question; a question that begins with And because it is
like a man taking breath between hammer strokes:

And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? & what dread feet?

The creator's shoulder, with terrible force, twists the
sinews to make the Tyger's heart. Twists is powerful
enough; but there is joined to it in Blake's mind what is
""crooked" and off the main path for the genius-creator.
The shoulder twisting the heart together has turned the
creator's back away from us, even as we imagine him at
his work. The hammer strokes now go faster and faster;
the creation is so swift and final with each blow that
Blake's mind rushes after the fall of the hammer, the
movements of the creating hands and feet, the beats of
the new heart. The poem now moves to the rhythm of
the great work. Yet the poet must know whose dread
hands and feet, working together before the anvil, could
create this. Where does the creator's body and tools end
and the Tyger begin?

What the hammer? What the chain?
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

The chains ring in the sorcerer's workshop. The ques-
tions now dart from the heart to the brain with the
same instantaneous force with which brain and heart
are being made. But where is this being done? Where is
the furnace in which the fire of consciousness is being
poured out into the Tyger's brain? What, in space and
time, could even hold the Tyger as it is being created?
Blake never answers, for the wonder with which he asks
them is the wonder with which he beholds the Tyger.